



glowing. 


Since hee*8 fo great, can make his. wiU his 
Will thinke me ipeakiiig, though I fwc^r* ' 

Nor Bootes it me to fay Ihonour, 

If he fufped I may difhonour faim^ 

And what may make him blulh in being Knowne, 

Hee’l flop the courfe by which it might be knowne^ 

With hoftile forces hee’l ore«{pread the l«id> 

Aad\With the ftint of watre will looke fo hugc^ 

Amazement fhall drive courage from die ftate : 

Our men be vanquiflit, ere they doc tefift* 

And fiibjefts punhht, that never thought offence," 

Which care of them,not pitty of my Mfe, 

W hp once no mote but ^ the. tops o^ces. 

Which fence the rootes they grow by, and detenu tnemj. 
Makes both my body pine, and foule- to ianguilh, . .. t . 

And punifh that bcfpre that he would hunifli^ ■ 

z, ZW.loy and all .comfort in your facrcdbreaft. . ; 

a. Lord, And keepe your minde till ye returne to uspea ceflili 
and comfortable, v- • - < - 

Peace,peace, and give experietK? tongue s , 

They doe abufe the King that flatter him, , ' ■ 

For flattery is the bellowesblowcs up finnej, 

The thing the which is flattered, but a ^arke. 

To which that fparkc gives heart andftronpcr 
\y heieas reproofe obedient and in order, . 

Fits Kings as they are men, for they may ctre. 

When Signior fiaoth here doth proclaime pjleaq 


Icannot be much lower than my knees. . 

P er. All leave us elle ; but let your cares orc-i 
What fliipping, and .whatladingsin our. Haven 
And then returne to us ; UellkdrMs.. thof’ ’ 
Moov’d us : w hat feeft thou in our lool 
Hell, An angry brow, dread Lord. 

Per, Ifthere be filch a dart in Princes frownes, 
How durft thy tongue moyc anger.to our face 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Per/c/es (STC 22339) LONDOIVt6 



f metes Priftee efTjfe, 

M How dares the planets lookc up to hwvw; 

From whence they have their noarifhinent ? 

Per, Thou kno weft I have power to take thy utc from tnecy 
I have ground the axe my frlfe* 

Doe you but (Irike the blow. . 

Per, Rife, prethee rife, (it downs, thou artno flatterer, 
Irfianke thee for it, and heaven forbid, ^ 

That Kipgs (hould let their cares hcare their faults huf. 

Fit Councellor, and fcrvant for a F^ince, 

Who by thy wifedome makes a Prince thy fcrvsJU# 

What wouldll thou have me doe? _ 

To beare with patience (uchCTiercs, ^ ^ 

As yoi^our fdfe doe lay upon yew felfe. 
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